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through undergrowth, where we could see but a few
yards, and the gendarmes carried their rifles ready across
the saddle. Then we topped a sudden rise beneath
tall trees and came into a little glade.
Far below us mile upon mile the tree-tops extended
down the rolling hills. The hills were scarred, weather-
beaten and torn ; with here and there a tiny field broken
out of their gaunt sides. Hills and valleys twisted down
to the plain and the Sea of Marmora, which lay a rich
deep blue in the autumn light. Its shores were fringed
with villages of white villas with red roofs and gardens
full of trees. The Islands of the Princes were glowing
hotly in the evening sun. A ship from the Dardanelles
cut her way up across the placid sea, and left a long
trail of white behind her. Far in the background, their
feet shrouded in mist, the Anatolian hills stood massive
and threatening to the sky.
Tahir the Lazz was there in the glade. The doctor
bent over him. He called the wife to him. She lifted
her thick veil to look, and the brother came and answered
the doctor's questions. Then they squatted down. The
woman wailed softly behind her veil. The man was
silent. The woman would have touched her husband's
hands, but the wolves and the jackals had found him in
the night and made that impossible.
In the shade farther up the hill sat Tewfik son of
Osman with a look of pride on his face. He rolled a
cigarette and nibbled the edge of the paper with his
discoloured teeth before he licked and stuck it. He
said something to Sidki who lounged beside him, and
they laughed together, and looked at the woman with

